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IV.

Ay, and if she spoke, maybe

She would answer, like the Son, *
" What is now 'twixt thee and me ? "

Dreadful answer! better none.
Yours on Monday, God's to-day !

Yours, your child, your blood, your heart,
Called . . . you called her, did you say,

" Little Mattie" for your part?
Now already it sounds strange,
And you wonder, in this change,
What He calls His angel-creature,
Higher up than you can reach her.

v.

T was a green and easy world

As she took it; room to play
(Though one's hair might get uncurled

At the far end of the day).
What she suffered she shook off

In the sunshine; what she sinned
She could pray on high, enough

To keep safe above the wind.